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from the bones and tasted as tender as butter. Generally
speaking Arabic cooking verges on richness.

" Surely this is not the treatment every pilgrim
receives/' I asked the Wakeel who, beaming genially,
came to find whether I was having my fill

"Certainly not," answered the major-domo, "but
you are a guest of a kind we have never yet welcomed/'
He added that by the Shereefah's orders I would
occupy the best lodgings in the great house, and I
fully agreed with him that my surroundings looked
palatial.

Having finished my meal, and feeling refreshed by
another thorough bath, I meandered along several
dark, stone-floored passages which passed dozens of
rooms. The size of the building astounded me. Most
apartments were empty owing to the absence of pilgrims,
but here and there a few stray Hajis sat beside candles
reading in Korans or squatting against their bedding
on the floor, placidly puffing at amber-tubed pipes.
Since Mahomet forbade men to use the bones of animals
for their own purposes, the world's output of the beauti-
ful yellow Baltic jewel has been principally bought by
the East. The sight of the pious smokers reminded me
that I myself would like a cigarette, so I went out into
the evening and squatted amid the courtyard. Over-
head I again watched Halley's Comet, bigger and more
wonderful than ever against the roof-line of the Guest
House. Some men were sitting there and talking about
it. One of them introduced himself as the Shereefah's
Chief Matof. He was a beardless and very dark fellow